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" But, ah! in melody's soft sounds 

No magic influence lies, 
To heal the bosom's inmost wounds, 

Or calm a widow's sighs. 

«' Then, little songster, cease thy strain, 

To other shades away, 
Nor let mc hear those notes again, 

Wild warbl'd from the spray." 

Twas thus the hapless Ella spoke, 

Sad murmuring to the wind, 
And never did affliction's yoke 

Oppress a gentler mind. 

A Redbreast on a neighbouring thorn 

His early matins sung, 
Whilst, half exhaled, the drops of morn 

Upon the foliage hung. 

The mingled prospect rose to view — 
Hills, woods, and cultur'd vales, 

And Flora's train sweet fragrance threw, 
To scent the passing gales. 

But Robin's song, though carol'd sweet, 

Ner Zephyr's balmy air, 
Nor hills, woods, vales, with charms replete, 

Could smooth the brow of care. 

For 'twere in vain to hope to trace, 

Fronvlndus to the pole, 
In outward objects, white rob'd peace, 

Which centres in (he soul. 

In Ella's cheeks the pleasing hue 

Of rosy health was o'er, 
And sorrow dim'd those eyes of biue y 

Where pleasure beam'd before. 

And well might sorrow dim her eye, 

And health forsake her cheek- 
She felt in every rising sigh 
The woes she could net speak. 

To stop the proud invader's boast, 

On Lusitania's plain, 
Brave Alfred left his native coast, 

And cross'd the swelling main. 

In vain the claims of child or wife k 

Within his bosom strove, 
Honour was dearer far than life, 

Than liberty, or love. 

H<s heart was noble, feeling, true, 

Fur social pleasures made, 
But roused by duty's calls, he knew 

Those calls must be obey'd. 

He left his Ella, sad to mourn, 

He left his blooming boy; 
But never did his glad return 

Their lonely bosoms jay. 



He fought — he fell ! the evening gale 

Receiv'd his parting breath ; 
And soon to Ella came the tale 

Of gallant Alfred's death. 

But not iti Alfred's hapless doom 
Misfortune's shafts were done, 

For Ella to the silent tomb 
Consign 'd her infant son ! 

Then well might sorrow dim her eye, 
And health forsake her cheek; 

She felt in every rising sigh 
The woes she could not speak. 

Oh, War ! thy ruthless hand hath spread 

Affliction all around, 
And devastation rears its head 

Where plenty once was found. 

The widow's sigh, the orphan's tear, 

To thee their beiug owe, 
Antl splendid victories appear 

But added springs of woe. 

M.A. 



HYMN FOR A CHARITY SERMON; 
BY THE LATE JOHN BROWN. 

"H ! how can they look up to heaven, 

And ask for m ercy there ; 
Who never soothed the poor man's pang, 

Nor dried the Orphan's tear. 

" The dread omnipotence of heaven. 
We every hour provoke ; 
Yet still the mercy of our God 
Withholds the avenging stroke. 

And Christ was still the healing friend. 

Of poverty and pain, 
And never did imploring wretch, 

His garment touch in vain. 

May we, with humble effort, take 

Example from above ; 
And thence the active lesson learn, 

Of charity and love. 

But chiefly be our care to fix, 

The early love, of truth ; 
And guard, as by a sword from heav'n, 

The paradise of youth. 

To graft the virtues, e'er the bud, 
The canker worm has gnawed ; 

And teach the rescued child to lisp, 
Us gratitude to God, 



